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one 
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The night was particularly dark, Richie thought. His guitar case weighed heavy in his hand as he walked home- 
home being a relative term, as he currently slept in an out-of-gas van-and the cold New Jersey winter bit at 
his face. He felt lucky, though. He'd been able to afford a few beers with his dinner (or a dinner with his few 


beers, if he was being honest), and he'd even had some money left over. 


To get to the alley where his van was parked, Richie had to walk through the bad part of town. Pimps, 
hookers, junkies, and runaways decorated the street corners, while neon signs flashed the names of various 
unsavory establishments. Richie didn't mind; it wasn't like he was a model citizen, either. He rather liked this 


side of town. 


His fingers were starting to feel numb, but he was only a few blocks from the van. Hopefully his little space 
heater would work tonight-if not, he'd surely freeze. He felt for the girls on the street. They all wore next to 
nothing. All except one-legs for miles, wrapped up in skintight jeans-who Richie realized quickly was a guy. He 
was leaning against a streetlight in a bored manner, smoking a cigarette and shooting sultry looks at passerby. 
Richie found himself walking towards the man. He was shockingly pretty-cool blue eyes rimmed in black peeked 
out from under fluffy, multi-shaded fringe, and, as Richie approached, the man's tongue darted out to wet his 
lips. 


"Hey, cowboy." He smirked, smoke twisting around him like some kind of strange aura. He wore a sheer black 
blouse that sparkled under the pale yellow glow of the light paired with those tight, practically shredded jeans 


and snakeskin cowboy boots. 


Richie swallowed. 


"Uh..hi. |, uh, don't really know why | came over here..” 


"Looking for a good time?" The other man blew smoke into Richie's face and all of a sudden, his hot breath was 


on Richie's neck. "You feel a little cold.| could warm you up real quick, cowboy." 


Richie's fingers unconsciously brushed over the brim of his Stetson, his face flushing at the insinuation. 


"Luh." Richie had never in his life been at a loss for words. Especially not in a sexual situation-they didn't call 


him the King of Swing for nothing. 


‘lm pretty cheap, for an all night generator." The other man purred, running his hands up Richie's torso. 


“Twenty-five bucks and you'll feel so good you won't remember your name." 


Richie found himself unable to resist. 


"Are you okay with doing it in the car?" 


I'm okay with anything, baby. I'll do it in the street if thats what you want." 


"ım Richie. What's your name?" 


"Captain Kidd" The smaller man slipped his arm around Richie's waist. 


"No, for real." 


"None of your business." His body was warm against Richie's, but his eyes were cold as ice. "Do you want me 


or not?" 


'|..yeah." Richie felt his face heating up as he quickly unlocked the door to the van, letting the other man go in 
first. He had a nice ass, Richie decided. He slammed the door behind them, flipped on the heater and the stereo, 
and tripped over a pair of jeans, sprawling out next to the pretty man on the dingy mattress in the back of 


the van. 


"Nice place." The blonde commented. "I like the curtains. No one to look in while you ruin me." 


Richie's stomach flip-flopped. He met the other man's eyes and leaned in, and then he was on his back, and the 
blonde was ravishing his mouth and grinding on him like it was the end of the world, and he thought he was 


gonna come in his pants. Good god. 


"Please..name." Richie whimpered. "| gotta..." 


The blonde smirked, looking up at Richie from his position on his chest. "Fine, since you're so fucking needy. Jon. 
Now are you gonna get me outta these pants, or do | gotta do it all?" 


"Fuck" Richie growled, fumbling with the zipper, shoving Jon's jeans down, untying his shirt, stripping him bare. 
Soon enough, Richie's clothes joined Jon's in a pile, and Jon was teasing one of Richie's nipples with his mouth. 


He bit down on the hardened nub, eliciting a yelp and then a moan from Richie. 


"You like a little pain, Rich?" 


God, Richie liked the way his name sounded coming out of Jon's dirty mouth. 


He wasn't even Richie's type. Richie liked his men lanky and effeminate, and Jon was certainly neither. But Richie 
was utterly fascinated with him, and the way his body glowed under the dashboard lights, and the way his 
carpet of chest hair felt against Richie's hands, and the soft noises he made as he fucked himself open on his 


own fingers. 


"Get a condom on, l'm ready." 


Jon's cheeks were flushed, his makeup already smudged, as he threw his head back and slid down on Richie's 


dick. 


"Fuck-" He gasped. "You're big, cowboy." He started working his hips, wiggling around to find the right angle and 
rhythm for both of them. 


"Oh, fuck, Jon-" 


"Mmmm, that's good" Jon leaned forward a little, bracing his hands on Richie's chest as he rode a little faster, 
feeling Richie's hips jerking up to meet his. "Fuck-" 


Richie was pretty sure that Jon was simultaneously the hottest and most intriguing person he'd ever met. He 
was sexy and cool, and Richie desperately wanted to know more about him, and what had pushed a beautiful 


guy like him to work the streets. 


"Ohh-" 


He knew he wasn't gonna last long-too much stimulation was assaulting him from all directions. His ever- 
present incense was burning, smoke slithering around Jon's body, and Jon seemed to have adapted his motions 
to match the Jimi Hendrix song that was playing. Richie yanked at Jon's hair and he moaned, long and drawn 


out. 


"Fuck, Richie-" 


Richie felt stars explode behind his eyes as Jon tightened around him. 


"Oh, god, Richie-" He panted, "Don't stop, god, don't stop-" 


And Richie was coming hard, and Jon was gasping, shooting his load onto Richie's chest and his own stomach. 


"Shit." He mumbled, rolling off and flopping beside Richie, immediately fumbling for his clothes. 


"Hey, stay a minute?" Richie said softly. 


"Can't, cowboy. Thanks anyway." 


"Okay." Richie sat up, pulling on a pair of ratty sweats as Jon shimmied back into his jeans. He dug a wad of 
bills out of the pocket-Jon had said twenty-five, but Richie was gonna give him thirty. Who knew if he even 


had a bed to come home to, or a roof to sleep under? 


"Here." 


"Thanks. And thanks for a good time, too. You're a good lay. You should come see me again sometimes." 


Jon opened the door. 


"Bye, cowboy." 


He winked and disappeared into the night. 


two 


"You're a pretty boy, aren't you?" 


Jon fought the urge to snarl in the ugly fucker's face, instead putting on a sexy smile and lowering his eyelids. 


"Mhm" 


"Up against the wall and spread your legs." 


Jon complied, his shorts bunched around his knees, his body cold but sweaty. He hated it. His stomach felt sick 
at the hands on his chest, on his ass, on his body that didn't really belong to him anymore. 


He gritted his teeth against the pain-man, this guy had no rhythm, Jon decided-and made some noises that 
definitely weren't real, played it up for the guy, and collected his pay. 


What kind of life was this, anyways? Somehow, this wasn't how he'd pictured it all happening. Being a pretty 


boy was a terrible fucking curse. 


"Fuck." Jon mumbled. 


Thanks to the guy who'd taken a whole fucking hour to come, Jon was pretty sure he didn't have time to go 
to the studio. Sometimes, he was so damn tired that he just went home, but he probably could've pulled it off. 
According to his watch, it was 4:27 AM. Too late for the studio, dammit. 


On average, Jon probably got two hours of sleep per night. And that was if he was lucky. Some nights, he had 
time to wash the sins off before he had his 3:00 AM block of studio time. Other nights, he barely made it in 
time. If he was lucky, he could get enough on tape by 4:00 or 5:00, and be in bed by 5:30. He'd crash hard 
until 1:30, before he had to be back at the studio for work by 8:00. 


He pulled his trench coat tighter around himself, shivering. A whore never gets cold, they say. Jon knew that 
to be a fucking lie. He was freezing his balls off. Yeah, the short shorts had gotten him more business, but 
was it worth it? He wasn't sure. He felt cheaper and dirtier than ever, and his bare knees were bloody from 


kneeling on the rough asphalt. Some nights were better than others, that was for sure. 


His mind drifted back to about a week ago, when the gentle guitarist in the cowboy hat had taken him back to 


a run-down van and shown him a sweet side to sex that he'd never known. 


Richie. 


He could see the man's soft smile and kind eyes in his mind, could remember the way he'd touched him gently, 
let Jon take control. Before Richie, Jon couldn't remember the last time someone had let it happen like that. 
Usually, they threw him down and humiliated him, took him rough and hard, choked him, spit on him, pulled his 
hair till it hurt too much to be pleasurable. Never asked his name. Never asked him to stay. Never looked at 
him like he was anything other than an object, designed for their pleasure. 


Richie hadn't said much, but his actions spoke for themselves. He'd invited Jon into his real home, as humble 
as it was. He hadn't shoved him down on his knees in some dark alley, hadn't acted ashamed of him after it 
was all said and done. For the love of god, he'd asked Jon to stay- 


"Dammit." Jon mumbled under his breath, fighting back tears. He wouldn't cry, not about this, and not right 
now, and probably not ever. If he was ever gonna make it in the cutthroat world of music, he was gonna have 


to be tough. Tough guys didn't cry. 


Jon let himself into his apartment and immediately stripped out of his clothes and turned on the shower. No 
matter how much he scrubbed and washed, he never felt clean, but it didn't matter. He did what he had to to 


survive. 


Still thinking of Richie and his kind eyes, Jon dried off and tugged on a pair of boxers and a ratty sweatshirt. 
Toweling out his hair, he wondered if Richie was warm and safe. The little heater he had didn't look like the 
most reliable thing ever, and who knew how cold it got in that van at night? He wondered if Richie had ever 
thought about him again He desperately wanted to see Richie again, but he sure as hell wasn't gonna show up 
at his van. Only desperate people did that. And Richie probably didn't even remember him-he was just some 
street whore. Why would Richie care? 


He asked you fo stay, Jon's brain nagged. He paid you extra 


Jon dropped the needle on a Hendrix album before he crawled into bed. 


"Stop thinking about him." He said aloud, turning over and pulling the blankets around himself. He hated forming 


attachments. It never ended well-Jon loved to love, but love only led to pain. 


But he still drifted off wondering what it would be like to fall asleep in Richie's strong arms. 


three 
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Richie's sleep was fitful, his dreams haunted by cold blue eyes and swirling smoke. They had been for the past 
week-he had to see Jon again. He couldn't get the blonde out of his head. 


So, after walking home a different way every day since his first encounter with Jon, Richie headed straight for 
the corner where he'd first seen him. Sure enough, there he was. 


Richie's heart broke for him. It was freezing outside-Richie was cold, even in his sweatshirt and jeans—and all 


Jon wore was a pair of sinfully short cutoffs and a cropped leopard print tank top. He looked miserable, so 


unlike the first night. 


"Hey." Richie said, meeting Jon's eyes with a small smile. "I think | could warm you up a little." 


Jon looked down. "You deserve better than me." He said. "Go get yourself a real date, not some whore off the 
street" 


"| don't want a real date." Richie dropped his arm around Jon's shoulders, a tight feeling in his chest when he 
realized how much the other man was shaking. "| want you." He steered Jon with him, walking towards the von. 


| haven't stopped thinking about you. | can't stop thinking about you." 


I'm not worth it, Richie. Please. Save yourself the heartache and forget me." 


"| can't." Richie said. He opened the van door for Jon, his heart aching as he took in Jon's backside. The ragged 
denim barely even covered his ass, and Richie could see a dark bruise peeking out from under the tattered 
edge. He suddenly felt angry-angry that anyone would hurt Jon, angry that Jon even had to live like this in the 
first place, angry that the world was so fucking cruel. 


"How do you want me?" Jon was already stripping out of his shirt, putting on a sexy smolder that Richie knew 


wasn't real. 


"| don't, not like that. Here." Richie handed Jon a blanket and turned on the heater. "What kinda music you wanna 


hear?" 


"Why did you bring me here if you didn't wanna fuck me?" 


"When's the last time someone held you? Talked to you? Made you feel loved?" 


Jon eyed Richie sharply. 


"What are you playin’ at?" 


"Please." Richie said softy, and wrapped his arms around Jon. And the floodgates broke. 


Jon sobbed into Richie's shoulder, shaking uncontrollably as Richie wrapped him into the blanket and stroked his 


hair. 


"God, what did | do to deserve this? | did my best in school, | did right by my parents, | helped the neighbors 
and never told anyone about what they did to me-" He sniffled "And then | thought | could make it, thought | 
could make enough on the music, but | couldn't, and | couldn't live on the street-you know what happens to 
pretty boys-not that this is any better-| hate it so much, Richie, | hate myself. I'm broken, | can't love 


anymore, l'm a burden on society-| hate myself." 


"Hey, shhhhh." Richie kissed Jon's head. "It's gonna be okay. None of its your fault, and hey-you're what, 
twenty-something? You still got so much time to make it with your music. | ain't made it yet, either, but l'm 
gonna. And so are you. Keep the faith." 


"Why do you care about me?" Jon said, teary eyes meeting Richie's. 


"Everybody needs somebody to lean on, Jonny. We got each other-I ain't got anyone else, and it doesn't seem 


like you do either." 


Jon nodded, wiping his nose with his hand as he looked out the windshield where a cold rain was now coming 


down. 


"Yeah. It's tough out there when you're alone." Jon admitted. "l.l don't like to let people in. But you didn't really 
give me a choice. | couldn't stop thinking about you. | never..it never..l'm not gay, | just do what | have to do. 


But it was different with you. | wasn't faking it." 


"| swing both ways." Richie said with a languid grin. "Double the pleasure, double the fun So you liked it? | made 
you feel good?" 


Jon took in the other man, stretched out on the dirty mattress, wearing only his jeans. His insides flared up 
with heat as he met Richie's deep brown eyes. 


"Yeah." He whispered, crawling up Richie's body and settling himself over Richie's hips. How he'd gone from 
crying all over Richie to wanting to rail the guy was beyond him, but the guitarist seemed to ignite some kind 


of insane fire in him. 


"You wanna do me?" Richie asked. "You give so much of yourself away. | think it's time you took something 


back." 


"You want me like that?" 


"Yeah." Richie breathed. "Take me, Jon" 


Jon snarled, pinning Richie's hands above his head and grinding his hips down. Richie was already hard, letting 
out needy little whimpers as Jon took control and started tearing off both of their clothes. He didn't know how 
Jon's nights usually went, but he imagined they weren't like this. He seemed like he craved control, like he 
needed to exorcise some kind of demon from deep inside. If fucking Richie into the mattress was what it took, 
well, Richie was fine by that. He loved to be on the bottom just as much as he loved to be on top—he was a 
slut and wasn't afraid to admit it. He had a feeling Jon was much too used to being treated like a slut, even 
though he didn't seem like one. Or at least not by choice. 


‘Mmmm, yeah, Jonny. Like that-" 


Jon liked Richie underneath him, all wanton and needy, desperate for relief. And he really liked the way it 


sounded when Richie called him ‘Jonny. 


"You like that? You want me in you, Rich?" 


"| want you to take whatever you need. Treat me the way they treat you." 


Jon stilled. 


"What?" 


"You heard me." Richie met Jon's eyes with a steady gaze. "Exorcise the demons, Jonny. | can see ‘em in your 


eyes." 


"| don't want to hurt you.” 


‘| like a little pain with my pleasure. | can take it, don't worry about me." 


"You really wanna know what it's like?" 


"No, | want you to be able to love again 


Jon looked at Richie, calculating. 


If you want me to stop, tell me.” 


‘| won't need to." Richie said, a come-and-get-me grin settling across his face. "How do you want me?" 


"Right here." Jon growled, flipping them so that Richie was kneeling between his legs. "Suck me." He roughly 
grabbed Richie's hair and shoved his head down, shocked at how good it felt to manhandle his new friend. 


Richie sucked like a good boy, looking up at Jon with wet brown eyes and humming around his cock. Jon had the 
sudden urge to choke the everloving shit out of him, but it was lost once Richie started flicking his tongue 
over all the right spots. 


"Oh, FUCK" Jon groaned, pulling at Richie's hair as he fucked the man's face. "I'd come in your mouth, but | 
wanna fuck your pretty little ass first." He growled, pulling Richie off roughly. "Get on your hands and knees." 


Richie did as he was told, and Jon could see that he was hard and leaking. Was he getting off on this? 


"Gonna make you cry, pretty boy." Jon spread Richie's ass and spit down the crack, putting on a condom with 


his other hand. 


"Mmmm, yea, | like the way you talk. Make me take it, baby." Richie purred. "Take me, Jonny. Now.’ 


Jon stopped short. 


"| can't do this." 


"Do what?" Richie panted, eyes wide and wet, lips swollen 


"I can't hurt you like this. | don't wanna..| wanna make you feel as good as you made me feel. | can't just..treat 


you like a dirty whore." 


"Then prep me real quick and then do it. Please." Richie was almost crying. "| need you, Jon 


"| can't-" 


"God, Jon, just fucking do it! | can take it, | promise. Get the lube and fucking do it!" 


Looking at Richie's desperate expression and hearing the need laced through his voice, Jon decided that Richie 
wanted it because he wanted it, not because he wanted Jon to prove something to himself. He just hadn't 


known how to ask for it without making it seem like he was taking care of Jon. 


That, Jon could handle. 


"Wait, | wanna see you." Richie quickly flipped over, laying on his back and drawing his knees up. "Take me." 


"Gonna make you mine tonight." Jon whispered, looking into Richie's eyes. They were wide with lust and 


anticipation. 


Jon slicked up his fingers and shoved two in, biting his lip at Richie's pained gasp. He fucked Richie with his 
fingers until he could get four in easily, crooking them to hit the spot that left the other man begging for 


more. 


"Unnhhh, Jon-" Richie dragged his nails down Jon's back. "Fuck me." 


"You got it..cowboy.” Jon smirked and started to push in, closing his eyes against the tightness. God, it was 
good. 


"Fuck-" Richie whimpered, panting as Jon bottomed out. "Shit, Jonny, feels so fucking good. 


"You okay?" Jon gritted out, fighting his body's urge to snap his hips forward. 


"Yeah" Richie said breathlessly. "You can move." 


Jon pulled back and pushed in again, his vision swimming as Richie let out another deep groan and threw his 
head back against the pillow. Soft brown strands stuck to his sweaty forehead and spread out on the pillow, 


giving him an almost ethereal look. 


"God, do it faster!" Richie pushed down against Jon, moaning. It was the most erotic thing Jon had ever seen. 
Richie was so..Jon wasn't even sure of the word. Unrestrained, real, free. It was like Richie didn't even care 


that he was laying underneath another man with a cock in his ass, and loving every second of it. 


"Oh, god, fuck-" Richie whimpered as Jon sped up and started going harder and deeper. "Oh, shit, right there, 
ohhhh-" 


"Fuck, Rich." Jon was close, so close. 


Richie cried out when Jon took him in hand and jerked him with the same rhythm his hips kept. 


"Come for me, cowboy.” 


Richie's groan as he came sent Jon over the edge too. He collapsed on Richie's chest, smearing come all over 
both of them. Despite the heat and the stickiness, they stayed like that for a while. Jon loved Richie's van. 
Once again, he became aware of the incense burning and the Eric Clapton playing softly in the background. 
Though the term "homeless" would technically apply, Richie's van seemed much more like a home than Jon's 


own apartment ever had. 


"Wow." Richie said quietly as Jon rolled off of him and laced his fingers behind his head. "That was..wow." He 
pulled the ratty blanket up to cover him and Jon and lit a cigarette. 


"Did | hurt you at all?" 


Richie laughed in disbelief. 


"Fuck no. That was hands down the best sex I've ever had. And I've had a lot, lemme tell you." 


"Ull.take that as a compliment, | guess." 


Richie grinned, picking up his discarded shirt and using it to clean him and Jon up. 


"So. You got some where to stay? You wanna spend the night?" 


| have an apartment." Jon said, starting to gather his clothes. "And | probably need to pull some more clients 


tonight." 


"Hey." Richie put a hand on his arm. "It's cold out there. Stay." 


| can't. l'm sorry." Jon shimmied back into the tiny shorts and the tank top. "I wish it didn't have to be like 
this. But it does." 


He opened the door to leave. 


"Wait!" Richie, now dressed in sweats and a hole-ridden Beatles shirt, stopped Jon before he could step out into 
the night. “Take this." He dropped his leather jacket over Jon's shoulders. "It's really cold. Be careful out there, 
Jonny.” 


Jon fought back tears and closed the door behind him. 


